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| To the Courteous 


K E A DD EK 


PEARS 17 Marvell hath it been, (and that 

; not unworthily) to diverſe worthy Wits, 
that in this our Iſland of Britain, in 
all rare Sciences ſo greatly abounding, 
more eſpecially in all kinds of Poeſie highs 
| ly flouri Ding, ao Poet (though other - 
ways of notable Cunning in Roundelays) hath hit on the 
right ſimple Eclogue after the true ancient guiſe of The- 
ocritus, before this mine Attempt. 


Other Poet travailing in this plain High-way of Pa- 
floral know I none. Tet, certes, ſuch it behoveth a Pa- 
floral to be, as Nature in the Country affordeth; and 
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The PRO E ME. 


the Manners alſo meetly copied from the ruſtical Folk 
therein. In this allo my Love to my native Country Bri- 
tain much pricketh me forward, to deſcribe aright the 
Manners of our own honeſt and laborious Plough-men, 
in no wife ſure more unworthy a Britiſh Poet's imita- 
tion, than thoſe of Sicily or Arcadie; albeit, not igno- 
rant I am, what a Rout and Rabblement of Critical 
Gallimawſiy hath been made of late Days by certain 
young Men of inſipid Delicacy, concerning, I wiſt not 
what, Golden Age, and other outragious Conceits, to 
which they world confine Paſtoral. WW hereof, I avow, 
I account noueht at all, knowing no Age ſo juſily to be 
inſliled Golden, as this of our Soveraign Lady Queen 
ANNE. 


This idle Trumpery (only fit for Schools and School- 
boys) undo that ancient Dorick Shepherd Theocritus, or 
his Mates, was never known ; he rightly, throughout his 
fifth Idyll, maketh his Louts give foul Language, and 
behold their Goats at Rut in all Simplicity. 
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Perily, as little Pleaſance receiveth a true homebred 
Taſt, from all the fine finical new-fangled Fooleries of 
this gay Gothic Garniture, wherewith they ſo nicely be- 
deck their Court Clowns, or Clown Courtiers, (for, which 
to call them rightly, I wot not) as would a prudent .Ci- 
tizen journeying to his Country Farms, ſhould be find 
them occupied by People of this motley Make, inſtead of 
plain downright hearty cleauly Fol; ſuch as be now Te- 
nants to the wealthy Burgeſſes of this Realme, | 

Further 
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Furthermore, it is my Purpoſe, gentle Reader, to ſet 


before thee, as it were a Picture, or rather lively Land- 


Ra, e Eo, of RS ICS 


{cape of thy own Country, juſt as thou mighteſt ſee it, 


” dideſÞ thou take a Walk into the Fields at the pro- 


per Seaſon: even as Maiſier Milton hath elegantly ſet 
forth the ſame. 


As one who long in populous City pent, 

Where Houſes thick and Sewers annoy the Aire, 
Forth iſſuing on a Summer's Morn to breathe 
Among the pleaſant Villages and Farms 

Adjoin vd, from each thing met conceives Delight; 
The Smell of Grain or tedded Graſs or Kine 


Or Dairic, each rural Sight, each rural Sound. 


Thou wilt not find my Shepherdeſſes idly piping on ba- 
len Reeds, but milking the Kine, Hing up the Sheaves, 
or if the Hogs are aſtray driving them to their Styes. 
45 Shepherd gathereth none other Noſegays but what 
are the growth of our own Fields, he ſleepeth not under 
' Myrtle ſhades, but under a Hedge, nor doth he vigi- 
: lantly defend his Flocks from Wolves, becauſe there are 
uone, as Maiſter Spencer well obſerveth. 


Well is known that ſince the Saxon King 
Never was Wolf ſeen, many or ſome 
Nor in all Kent nor in Chriſtendom. 


For as much, as ] have mentioned Maiſter Spencer, 


f 1 /oothly I muſt acknowledge him a Bard of ſweeteſt Me- 


morial. Yet hath his Shepherds Boy at ſome times raiſed 


bis ruſtic Reed to Rhimes more rumbling than rural. 
A 4 Diverſe 
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Diverſe rap Points alſo hath he handled of Churchly 
Matter 4. ene % Religion daily ariſing, to great 


Clerks 50 fers gaining. I hat liketh me beſt are his 
Names, indeed right ſimple and meet for the Country, 


ſuch as Lobbin, Cud dy, Hobbinc ol, Diggon, and 


others, ſome of 70h, 7 1 { have made bold to borrow. 
Moreover, as be call A bis Hclogues, the B e 
Cale dar. au (117 117 the (ame 77 the Tel VC 1 Months, 
hade choſen paradventur e not overrc, ly) to name 
miu dy the Days By e Heek, omittins St inday or the 


IG ho Ours being [rppoſed to 5 Chriſtian Shepher as, 
aud to be 1 ; at c hurch worſhip. Jet further of many 
of N{:iſter Spencer s Eclogues it h be Ob red; though 


Months they t ; * led, of the ſaid Months therein, no- 
thing is ſpecified z wherein {1 have alſo eſteemed him wor- 
thy 71:He Imitalion. 


Z hat pri CIP 2005, conrteors Reader, whereof I would 
oy thee to be advertiſed, ({ceing 1 depart from the vul- 
ar U/age) is touching 'he Language of my Shepherds; 
>obich is, [007 bly to /ay, ſuch as is neither ſpoken by the 
2 lr Maiden nor the courtly Dame; nay, not only 
hs ch as in ihe preſent Times is not uttered, but was ne- 
er uttered in Times paſt, and, if 1 judge aright, will 


ve ve be uttered in Times future. Ut PAVING too much of 


the Country to be fit for the Court; too much of the Court 
tobe fit for the Country, lob much of the Language of 
old Tins to be fit for the Preſent, too much of the Pre- 
ſent to have been fit for the Old, and too much of both 
{9 be fit for any time to come. Granted alſo it is, -that 
'u this my Language, I ſeem unto my ſelf, as a London 
Ma on, who calculateth his Mort for a Term of Years, 
Then De buildeth with old Materials upon a Ground=rent 
that 
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that is not his s 0701, which ſoon turneth to Rubbiſh and 
Ruins. For this pw int, no Reaſon dan J alledge, only 
deep learned Enjample ; hou ung led me thereunto. 


But here again, much Comfort arifeth in me, from 
the Hopes, in that I concerve, when theſe Words in the 
courſe of tranſitory 17 75 ſhall decay, it may ſo hap, 
in meet time that ſome Lover of Simplicity ſhall ariſe, 
who ſhall hade the Hardie to render theſe mine E- 
clogues into ſuch more modern Dialeft as ſhall be then 
unde; flood, to which end, Gloſſes and Explications of un- 
couth Paſtor al Terms are annexed. 


Gentle Reader, turn over the Leaf, and entertain 


thyſelf with the 2 'ofpert of thine own Country, limned 
by the painful Hand of 


thy Loving Countryman 


JOHN GAY. 
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To the Right Honourable the 


L* Viſcount Bolzngbroke. 
4 0 8 


0. 1 who erſt beneath a Tree 

dung Bumbinet and Bowzybee, 

And Blouzelind and Marian 
bright, 

In Apron blue or Apron white, 

Now write my Sonnets in a Book, 

For my good Lord of Bolingbroke. 


As 
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As Lads and Lafles {ſtood around 
To hear my Boxen Haut-boy ſound, 
Our Clerk came poſting o'er the Green 
With doleful Tidings of the Queen; 
That Queen, he ſaid, to whom we owe 
Sweet Peace that maketh Riches flow; 


That Qucen who eas'd our Tax of late, 
Was dead, alas !---and lay in State. 


At this, in Tears was Cic'h ſeen, 
Buxoma tore her Pinners clean, 
In doleful Dumps ſtood ev'ry Clown, 
'The Parſon rent his Band and Gown. 


For me, when as I heard that Death 
Had ſnatch'd Queen ANNE to Elzabeth, 
I broke my Reed, and ſighing ſwore 
I'd weep for Blouzelind no more. 


ITT 1 


While thus we ſtood as in a ſtound, 
And wet with Tears, like Dew, the Ground, 
Full ſoon by Bonefire and by Bell 
We learnt our Liege was palling well. 
A skilſul Leach, (fo God him ſpeed) 
They 111d had wrought this bleſſed Deed, 
This Leach Arbarthnot was yclept 
Who many a Night not once had lept ; = 
But watch'd our gracious Sov*reign ſtill, 
For who cou'd reſt when ſhe was ill? 
Oh, may'ſt thou henceforth ſweetly {leep. 
Sheer, Swains, oh ſheer your ſofteſt Sheep 
To ſwell his Couch; for well I ween, 


He ſavd the Realm who ſav'd the Queen. 


Quoth I, pleaſe God, Til hye with Glee 
To Court, this Arburthnot to ſee. 


I {old my Sheep and Lambkins too, 
For ſilver Loops and Garment blue; 


No 

My 
LY 
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My boxen Haut-boy {weet of ſound, 


For Lace that edg'd mine Hat around; 


For Lightfoot and my Scrip I got 
A gorgeous Sword, and eke a Knot. 


So forth I far'd to Court with ſpeed, 


Of Soldier's Drum withouten Dreed ; 
For Peace allays the Shepherd's Fear 
Cf wearing Cap of Granadier. 


There ſaw I Ladies all a-row 
Before their Queen in ſeemly Show. 
No more I ll ſing Buvomæ brown, 
Like Goldfinch in her Sunday Gown; 
Nor Clum/ilis, nor Marian bright, 
Nor Damſel that Hobnelia hight. 
But Lanſdown freſh as Flow'r of May, 
And Berkely Lady blithe and gay, 


And 
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And Angleſey whoſe Speech exceeds 
The Voice of Pipe, or oaten Reeds; 
And blooming Hide, with Eyes ſo rare, 
And Montague beyond compare. 

Such Ladies fair wou'd 1 depaint 

In Roundelay or Sonnet quaint. 


There many a worthy Wight I've ſeen 
In Ribbon blue and Ribbon green. 


As Oxford, who a Wand doth bear, 
Like Mo/es, in our Bibles fair ; 

Who for our Traffick forms Deſigns, 
And gives to Britain Indian Mines. 
Now, Shepherds, clip your fleecy Care, 
Ye Maids, your Spinning-W heels prepare, 
Ye Weavers, all your Shuttles throw, 
And bid broad Cloths and Serges grow, 


Fer 
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For Trading free ſhall thrive again, 
Nor Leaſings leud affright the Swain. 


There ſaw I St. John, ſweet of Mien, 
Full ſtedfaſt both to Church and Queen. 
With whoſe fair Name Pll deck my Strain, 


St. John, right courteous to the Swain; 


For thus he told me on a Day, 
Trim are thy Sonnets, gentle Gay, 
And certes, Mirth it were to ſee 
Thy joyous Madrigals twice three, 
With Preface meet, and Notes profound, 
Imprinted fair, and well y-bound. 
All ſuddenly then Home I ſped, 
And did ev'n as my Lord had ſaid. 


Lo here, thou haſt mine Eclogues fair, 
But let not theſe detain thine Ear. 


Let 
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Let not th' Affairs of States and Kings 
Wait, while our Bouaybeus ſings, 

Rather than Verſe of ſimple Swain 

Should {tay the Trade of France or Spain, 
Or for the Plaint of Parſon's Maid, 

Yon Emp'ror's Packets be delay'd ; 

In ſooth, I ſwear by holy Paul, 

I'd burn Book, Preface, Notes and all. 
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4 Lobbin Clout, Cuddy, Cloddipole. 


 LOBBIN CLOUT 
= 1H Y Younglings, Cad), are but juſt 


16 N awake, 
ä 
— — forſake; 


No chirping Lark the Welkin ſheen invokes; 

No Damſel yet the ſwelling Udder ſtrokes 
Oer yonder Hill does ſcant the Dawn appear, F 

Then why does Cuddy leave his Cott, ſo rear? 


Line 
3. Welkin the ſame as Welken, an old Saxon Word ſignifying a Cloud 
' by Poetical Licence it is frequently taken for the Element or Sky, 
as may appear by this Verſe in the Dream of Cliaucer, Ne in 
all the Welkin was no Cloud,  _ 
1 Sheen or Shine, an old Word for ſhining or bright. 
> 5. Scant, uſed in ancient Britiſh Authors for ſcarce. 


* 


6. Rear, an Expreſſion in ſeveral Counties of England, for early in 


: the Morning. | 
| B 2. CUD BD Te 
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CUDDÞ I. 

Ah Lobbin Clout! 1 ween, my Plight is gueſt; 
For he that loves, a Stranger is to Reſt , 

If Swains belye not, thou haſt prov'd the Smart. 

And Blouzelinda's Miſtreſs of thy Heart. 10 

This riſing rear betokeneth well thy Mind, 

Thoſe Arms are folded for thy Blouzelind. 

And well, I trow, our piteous Plights agree, 

'Thee Blouzelinda ſmites, Buxoma me. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 

Ah Blonzelind! I love thee more by half; 15 
Than Does their Fawns,or Cows the new-fall'n Calf: 
Woe worth the Tongue! may Bliſters ſore it gall, 
That names Buxoma, Blouzelind withal- 

CUP D FF 

Hold, witleſs Lobbin Clout, I thee adviſe, 

Leſt Bliflers fore on thy own Tongue ariſe. 20 
Lo yonder Cloddipole, the blithſome Swain, 

The wiſeſt Lout of all the neighbouring Plain. 
From Cloddipole we learnt to read the Skies, 
To know when Hail will fall, or Winds ariſe. 


Line 7. To ween, derived from the Saxon, to think or conceive. 


8 
Ax 
He | 


25. Erſt, a Contraction of ere this, it ſigni/ies ſometime ago or formerly. 
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He taught us erſt the Heifers Tails to view, 25 
When ſtuck aloft, that Show'rs would ſtrait enſue; 
He firſt that uſeful Secret did explain, 
That pricking Corns foretold the gath'ring Rain. 
When Swallows fleet ſoar high and ſport in Air, 
He told us that the Welkin wou'd be clear. 30 
Let Cloddipole then hear us twain rchearſe, 
And praiſe his Sweetheart in alternate Verſe. 
Pl wager this ſame Oaken Staff with thee, 
That Cloddipole ſhall give the Prize to me. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 
f See this Tobacco Pouch that's lin'd with Hair, 35 
| Made of the Skin of ſleekeſt fallow Deer. 
Ibis Pouch, that's ty'd with Tape of reddeſt Hue, 
9 I'll wager, that the Prize ſhall be my due. 
j | ee 
Begin thy Carrols then, thou vaunting Slouch, 
Be thine the Oalen Staff, or mine the Pouch. 40 
LOB BIN CLOUT. 
My Blouzelinda 18 the blitheſt Laſs, 


Than Primroſe ſweeter, or the Clover-Graſs. 
ä Line e ee 
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Fair is the King-Cup that in Meadow blows, 
Fair is the Daiſie that beſide her grows, 
Fair is the Gilly flow'r, of Gardens ſweet, 47 
Fair is the Mary-Gold, for Pottage meet. 
But Blougelind's than Gilly flow'r more fair, 
Than Daific, Mary-Gold, or King-Cup rare. 
CUDDY. 

My brown Buxoma is the feateſt Maid, 
That c'er at Wake delightſome Gambol play'd. fo 
Clean as young Lambkins or the Gooſe's Down, 
And like the Goldfinch in her Sunday Gown. 
The witleſs Lambs may ſport upon the Plain, 
The frisking Kid delight the gaping Swain, f 
The wanton Calf may skip with many a Bound, x 1 
And my Cur Tray play defteſt Feats around | 
Bur neither Lamb nor Kid, nor Calf nor Tray, 
Dance like Buxoma on the firſt of May. 

' LOBBIN CLOUT. 

Sweet is my Toil when Blougzelind is near, 1 
Of her bereft 'tis Winter all the Year. 60 q 
With her no ſultry Summer's Heat I know; ö 
In Winter, when ſhe's nigh, with Love I glow. 
Line 56. Deft, an old Word ſignifying brisk or nimble. 
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Come Blonzelinda, eaſe thy Swain's Deſire, 
My Summer's Shadow and my Winter's Fire! 
CU DD FX 

As with Buxoma once I work'd at Hay, 67 
Ev'n Noon-tide Labour ſeem'd an Holiday; 
And Holidays, if haply ſhe were gone, 
Like Worky-days I with'd would ſoon be done. 
Eftſoons, O Sweet-heart kind, my Love repay, 
And all the Year ſhall then be Holiday. 70 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 


As Blouzelinda in a gameſome Mood, 


F Behind a Haycock loudly laughing ſtood, 
11 {lily ran, and ſnatch'd a haſty Kiſs, 


She wip'd her Lips, nor took it much amiſs. 


Believe me, Cuddy, while I'm bold to fay, 75 
1 Her Breath was ſweeter than the ripen'd Hay. 
CUDDY. 

As my Buxoma in a Morning fair, 


5 With gentle Finger ſtroak'd her milky Carc, 


.) A Line - 
69. Eftſoons from eft an ancient Britiſh Word ſignifying ſoon. So that ctr- 


ſoons is a doubling of the Word ſoon, which tis, as it were to ſay 
twice ſoon, or very ſoon. 
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I queintly ſtole a Kiſs at firſt, tis true 
She frown'd, yet after granted one or two. 80 
Lobbin, I ſwear, believe who will my Vows, 
Her Breath by far excell'd the breathing Cows. 
LOBBINCEOUT. 

Leek to the Welch, to Dutchmen Butter's dear, 
Of 1rifþ Swains Potatoe is the Chear 
Oats for their Feaſts the Scortiſh Shepherds grind, 
Sweet Twrnips are the Food of Blonzelind. 86 
While ſhe loves Turnips, Butter T'll deſpiſe, 


Nor Leeks nor Oatmeal nor Potatoe prize. 


CUDDY. 
In good Roaſt Beef my Landlord ſticks his Knife, 
The Capon fat delights his dainty Wife, 90 


Pudding our Parſon eats, the Squire loves Hare, 


But //hite-pot thick is my Buxoma's Fare. 
Line | 


79. Queint has various Significations in the ancient Engliſh Authors. I 
have uſed it in this Place in the ſame Senſe as Chaucer hath done 
in his Miller's Tale. As Clerkes been full ſubtil and queint, 
(by which he means Arch er Waggiſh) and not in that obſcene 
Senſe wherein he uſeth it in the Line immediately following. 

83. Populus Alcide pratiſjima, vitis Iaccho, | 

Formoſe Myrtus Veneri, ſua Laurea Phœbo. 
Phillis amat Corylos. Illas dum Phillis amabit, 


Nec Myrtus vincet Corylos nec Laurea Phobi, c. Virg. 


While 
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While ſhe loves /hite-pot, Capon ne'er ſhall be, 
Nor Hare, nor Beef, nor Pudding, Food for me. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 
As once I play'd at Blindman's-buff, it hapt of 
About my Eyes the Towel thick was wrapt. 
I miſs'd the Swains, and ſeiz'd on Blouzelind ; 
True ſpeaks that ancient Proverb, Love is blind. 
CU DDT. 
As at Hot-Cockles once I laid me down, 
And felt the weighty Hand of many a Clown; 100 
Buxoma gave a gentle Tap, and I 
Quick roſe, and read ſoft Miſchief in her Eye. 
LOBBIN CLOUT. 
This Riddle, Caddy, if thou canſt, explain, 
This wily Riddle puzzles ev'ry Swain. 

+ What Flower is that which bears the Virgin's Name, 
The richeſ# Metal joined with the ſame ? 106 
CUDDY. 

Anſwer, thou Carle, and judge this Riddle right, 
I'll frankly own thee for a cunning Wight. 
M hat Flow'r is that which Royal Honbur craves, 


Adjoin the Virgin, and tis ſirown on Graves. 110 
Line 109. Dic quibus in terris inſcripti nomina Regum | 
Naſcantur Flores, Virg. + Marygold.“ Roſemary. 


o ee. 


C LOD DI POL E. 
Forbear, contending Louts, give o'er your Strains, 
An Oaken Staff each merits for his Pains. 
But ſee the Sun-Beams bright to Labour warn, 
And gild the Thatch of Goodman Hodges“ Barn. 
Your Herds for want of Water ſtand adry, 115 
They're weary of your Songs — and ſo am J. 


Line 112. Et vitula tu dignus & hic. Virg. 
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MARTIAN. 
ON Colin Clout, a Lad of peer- 


leſs Meed, 


Full well could dance, and deftly tune | 
the Reed > | 

In ev'ry Wood his Carrols ſweet were known, | 

In ev'ry Wake his nimble Feats were ſhown. 

When in the Ring the Ruſtick Routs he threw, 5 

The Damſels Pleaſures with his Conqueſts grew; 


Or when aſlant the Cudgel threats his Head, 


His Danger ſmites the Breaſt of ey'ry Maid, 

But chief of Marian. Marian lov'd the Swain, 

The Parſon's Maid, and neateſt of the Plain. 10 

Marian that ſoft could ſtroak the udder'd Cow, 

Or with her Winnow caſe the Barly Mow ; 
Marbled 
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Marbled with Sage the hard'ning Cheeſe ſhe preſs'd. 
And yellow Butter Marian's Skill confeſs'd | 
But Marian now devoid of Country Cares, 15 
Nor yellow Butter nor Sage Cheeſe prepares. 

For ycarning Love the witleſs Maid employs, 
And Love, lay Swains, all bufie Heed deſtroys. 

Colin makes mock at all her piteous Smart, 2 
A Laſs that Ci”ly hight, had won his Heart, 20 
Cic'ly the Weſtern Laſs that tends the Kee, 
The Rival of the Parſon's Maid was ſhe. 
In dreary Shade now Marian lyes along, 


And mixt with Sighs thus wails in plaining Song. 


Ah woful Day! ah woful Noon and Morn! 25 
When firſt by thee my Younglings white were ſhorn; 
Then firit, 1 ween, I caſt a Lover's Eye, 

My Sheep were filly, but more filly I. 
Bencath the Shears they felt no laſting Smart, 
They loſt but Fleeces while I loſt a Heart. 30 


Line 21. Kre, a Weſt-Country Word for Kine or Cows. 
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Ah Colin! canſt thou leave thy Sweetheart true! 
What I have done for thee will Cic'h do? 
Will ſhe thy Linnen waſh or Hoſen darn, 
And knit thee Gloves made of her own-ſpun Yarn? 
Will the with Huſwite's Hand provide thy Meat, 
And ev'ry Sunday Morn thy Neckcloth plait? 36 
Which o'er thy Kerſey Doublet ſpreading wide, 
In Service-Time drew Cic'h's Eyes aſide. 


Where-c'er I gad I cannot hide my Care, 
My new Diſaſters in my Look appear. 40 
White as the Curd my ruddy Cheek is grown, 


So thin my Features that I'm hardly known; 


Our Neighbours tell me oft in joking Talk 
Of Aſhes, Leather, Oatmeal, Bran and Chalk ; 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine, 45 
And wiſt not that with thoughtful Love I pine. 
Yet Colin Clout, untoward Shepherd Swain, 


Walks whiſtling blithe, while pitiful I plain. 


Whilom with thee 'twas Marian's dear Delight 
To mol all Day, and merry make at Night. 50 


If. 
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If in the Soil you guide the crooked Share, 

Your early Breakfaſt is my conſtant Care. 

And when with even Hand you ſtrow the Grain, 
1 fright the thieviſh Rookes from off the Plain. 
In miſling Days when I my 'Threſher heard, Fe 
With nappy Beer I to the Barn repair'd 

Loſt in the Muſick of the whirling Flail, 

To gaze on thce I left the ſmoaking Pail ; 

In Harveſt when the Sun was mounted high, 

My Leathern Bottle did thy Drought ſupply; 60 
When-e'er you mow'd I follow'd with the Ra! 
And have full oft been Sun-burnt for thy Sake, 
When in the Welkin gath'ring Show'rs were ſcen, 
I lagg'd the laſt with Colin on the Green 

And when at Eve returning with thy Carr, 65 
Awaiting heard the gingling Bells from far; 


Strait on the Fire the ſooty Pot I plac't, 
To warm thy Broth 1 burnt my Hands for Haſte. 


When hungry thou ſtood'ſt faring, like an Oaf, 
I flic'd the Luncheon from the Barly Loaf, #70 
With crumbled Bread I thicken'd well thy Meſs. 


Ah, love me more, or love thy Pottage leſs ! 
Laſt 


DTI. 17 


Laſt Friday's Eve, when as the Sun was ſet, 
I, near yon Stile, three {allow Gypſies met. 
Upon my Hand they caſt a poring Look, 757 
Bid me beware, and thrice their Heads they ſhook, 
They ſaid that many Croſſes I muſt prove, 
Some in my worldly Gain, but moſt in Love. 
Next Morn I miſs'd three Hens and our old Cock, 
And off the Hedge two Pinners and a Smock. 80 
I bore theſe Loſſes with a Chriſtian Mind, 
And no Miſhaps could feel, while thou wert kind. 
Bur ſince, alas! I grew my Colin's Scorn, 
I've known no Pleaſure, Night, or Noon, or Morn, 
Help me, ye Gipſics, bring him home again, 85 


And to a conſtant Laſs give back her Swain. 


Have I not fate with thee full many a Night, 
When dying Embers were our only Light, 
When ev'ry Creature did in Slumbers lye, 

Beſides our Cat, my Colin Clout, and 1? 90 
No troublous Thoughts the Cat or Colin move, 
While I alone am kept awake by Love. 


C Re- 
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Remember, Colin, when at laſt Vear's Wake, 
bought the coſtly Preſent for thy ſake, 94 
Couldſt thou ſpell o' er the Poſie on thy Knife, 
And with another change thy State of Life? 

If thou forget'ſt, I wot, I can repcat, 

My Memory can tell the Verſe ſo ſweet. 

As this is grav'd upon this Knife of thine, 

So is thy Image on this Heart of mine. 102 


But Woe is me! Such Preſents luckleſs prove, 


For Knives, they tell me, always ſever Love. 


Thus Marian wail'd, her Eye with Tears brimfull, 
When Goody Dobbins brought her Cow to Bull. 
With Apron blue to dry her Tears ſhe ſought, 105 
Then ſaw the Cow well-ſery'd, and took a Groat. 
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NA. 
HE Wailings of a Maiden I recite, 
A Maiden fair, that Sparabella hight. 


Such Strains ne'er warble in the Lin- 


| nets Throat, 

Nor the gay Goldfinch chaunts ſo iweet a Note, 
No Mag-pye chatter'd, nor the painted Jay, 7 
Nor Ox was heard to low, nor Aſs to bray. 


*Dumps, or Dumbs, made uſe of to expreſs a Fit of the Sullens. Some have 
pretended that it is derived from Dumops a King of Egypt, that built 
a Pyramid and dy doof Melancholy. So Mopes after the ſame Manner ts 
thought to have come from Merops, another Egyptian King that dy d 
of the ſame Diſtemper; but our Engliſh Antiquaries have con- 
jeclured that Dumps, which is, a grievous Heavineſs of Spirits, 
comes from the Word Dumplin, the heavieſt kind of Pudding that 
is eaten in this Country, much uſed is Norfolk, and other Counties 
of England. | 
Line | 
5. Immemor Herbarum quos eſt mirata juvenca 
Certantes quorum ſtupefacta carmme Lynces; 
Et mutata ſuos requierunt flumina curſus. Virg. 
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No ruſling Breezes play'd the Leaves among, 
While thus her Madrigal the Damſel ſung. 


A while, O ), lend an Ear or twain, 
Nor, though in homely Guiſe, my Verſe diſdain: 10 
V/hether thou ſeek'ſt new Kingdoms in the Sun, 
Whether thy Muſe does at New-Market run, 
Or does with Goſſips at a Feaſt regale, 
And heighten her Conceits with Sack and Ale, 


Or elſe at Wakes with Jan and Hodge rejoice, 15 


Where D — 9s Lyricks ſwell in every Voice; 
Vet ſuffer me, thou Bard of wond'rous Meed, 
Amid thy Bays to weave this rural Weed. 


Now the Sun drove adown the weſtern Road, 


And Oxen laid at reſt forget the Goad, 20 
Line 
9. Tu mihi ſet magni ſuperas jam ſaxa Timavi, 

Sive oram Ullyrici legis æquoris 

11. A Opera written by this Author, called the World in the Sun, o- 
the Kingdom of Birds; he is alſo famous for his Song on the New- 
market Horſe-Race, and ſeveral others that are ſung by the Bri- 
tiſh Swains. | | 

17 Meed, an old Word for Fame or Renown, 

13» — — Hanc ſine tempora circum 
Buer Victrices ederam tibi ſerpere lauros. 


The 
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The Clown fatigu'd trudg'd homeward with his 


Spade. 
Acroſs theMeadows ſtretch'd the lengthen'd Shade; 


When Sparabella penſive and forlorn, 
Alike with ycarning Love and Labour worn, 
Lean'd on her Rake, and ſtrait with doleful Guiſe 25 


Did this ſad Plaint in moanful Notes deviſe. 


Come Night as dark as Pitch, ſurround my Head, 
From Sparabe!la Bumkinet is fled 
The Ribbon that his val'rous Cudgel won, 
Laſt Sunday happier Clumſilis put on. 30 
Sure, if he'd Eyes (but Love, they ſay, has none) 
I whilome by that Ribbon had been known. 
Ah, Well-a-day! I'm ſhent with bancful Smart, 
For with the Ribbon he beſtow'd his Heart. 

Ay Plaint, ye Laſſes, with this Burthen aid, 35 
"Tis hard jo true « Damſel dies a Maid. 


Shall heavy Clumſilis with me compare? 


View this, ye Lovers, and like me deſpair, 


Line 


2 5. Incumbens tereti Damon fic cæpit Olive. 
33. Shent, an old Word ſignißyiing Hurt or harmed. 


37. AMovſo Niſa datur. quid nen peremus Amantes; Virg, 


4 Her 
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Her blubber'd Lip by ſmutty Pipes is worn, 

And in her Breath Tobacco Whiffs are born; 40 

The cleanly Checſe-prels ſhe could never turn, 

Her awkward Fiſt did ne'cr employ the Churn 

If &er ſhe brew'd, the Drink wou'd ſtrait grow ſour, 

Before it ever felt the Thunder's Pow'r : 

No Huſwifry the dowdy Creature knew; 47 

To ſum up all, her Tongue confeſs'd the Shrew. 
My Plaiut, ye Lafſes, with this Burthen aid, 

776 hard ſo true a Damſel dies a Maid. 


I've often ſeen my Viſage in yon Lake, 
Nor are my Features of the homelieſt Make. 50 
Though Clumſilis may boaſt a whiter Dye, 
Yet the black Sloe turns in my rolling Eye; 
And faireſt Bloſſoms drop with ev'ry Blaſt, 
But the brown Beauty will like Hollies laſt. 
Her wan Complexion's like the wither'd Leck, 5y 
While Katherine Pears adorn my ruddy Check. 
Line 


49+ Nec ſum adeo informis, nuper me in Littore vidi. Virg. 
53. Alba liguſtra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur. Virg. 


Yet. 
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Yet ſhe, alas! the witleſs Lout hath won, 
And by her Gain, poor Sparabe!”s undone ! 
Let Hares and Hounds in coupling Straps unite, 
The clocking Hen makegFriendſhip with the Kite, 
Let the Fox fimply wear the Nuptial Nooſe, 61 
And join in Wedlock with the wadling Gooſe 
For Love hath brought a ſtranger thing to paſs, 
The faireſt Shepherd weds the fouleſt Laſs. 

My Plaint, ye Lafſes, with this Burthen aid, 6g 
"Tis hard ſo true a Damſel dies a Maid. 


Sooner ſhall Cats diſport in Waters clear, 
And ſpeckled Mackrel graze the Meadows fair, 
Sooner ſhall ſcriech-Owls bask in Sunny Day, 
And the flow Als on Trees, like Squirrels, play, 70 
Sooner ſhall Snails on inſect-Pinions rove, 
Than I forget my Shepherd's wonted Love! 

My Plaint, ye Laſſes, with this Burthen aid, 
'Tis hard ſo true a Damſel dies a Maid. 


Line 


59. Tungentur jam Gryphes equis; evoque ſequerti 
Cum canibus timidi venient ad pocula Dame. Virg. 
67. Ante leves ergo paſcentur in athere Cervi 
Et freta deſtituent nudos in littore Piſces — 
Duam noſtro illius labatur pectore xultus. Virg. 


Ah! 


26 Doe. 


Ah! didſt thou know what Proffers I withſtood, 
When late I met the Squire in yonder Wood! 76 
To me he ſped, regardleſs of his Game, 
Whilſt all my Cheek was glowing red with Shame; 
My Lip he kiſs'd, and prais'd my healthful Look, 
Then from his Purſe of Silk a Guinea took, 80 
Into my Hand he forc'd the tempting Gold, 
While I with madeſt ſtruggling broke his Hold. 
He ſwore that Dzc& in Liv'ry ſtrip'd with Lace, 
Should wed me ſoon to keep me from Diſgrace 
But I nor Footman priz'd nor golden Fee, 87 
For what is Lace or Gold compar'd to thee? 

My Plaint, ye Lafſes, with this Burthen aid, 
"Tis hard ſo true a Damſel dies & Maid. 

Now plain I ken whence Love his Riſe begun. 


Sure he was born ſome bloody Butchers Son, 90 


Line 

89. To ken. Scire. Chaucero, to Ken; and Kende notrs A. S. cunnan 
Goth. Kunnan. Germanis Kennen, Danis K ionde. Ilan dis Kanna. 
Belgis Kennen. This Word is of general wſe, but not wery 
commen, ihhough not wkaown to the Vulgar. Ken for proſpicere 1 
welk0wn and uſed to dilcover by the Eye. Ray. F. K S. 
Nunc ſcio quid ſit Amor, &c. 
Crudelis mater magis an puer improbus ille? 


Improbus ille puer, crudelis tu quoque mater. Virg. 
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Bred-up in Shambles, where our Younglings lain, 


Erſt taught him Miſchief and to ſport with Pain. 
The Father only filly Sheep annoys, 
The Son, the filter Shepherdeſs deſtroys. 
Does Son or Father greater Miſchief do? v5 


The Sire is cruel, ſo the Son is too. 


My Plaint, ye Laſſes, with this Burthen aid, 
"Tis hard fo true a Damſel dies a Maid. 


[ flow 
Farewel, ye Woods, ye Meads, ye Streams that 


A ſudden Death ſhall rid me of my Woe. oo 
This Penknite keen my Windpipe ſhall divide. 
What, ſhall I fall as ſqucaking Pigs have dy'd! 
No To ſome Tree this Carcaſs I'll ſuſpend. —— 
But worrying Curs find ſuch untimely End! 

I'll ſpeed me to the Pond, where the high Stool top 
On the long Plank hangs o'er the muddy Pool, 
That Stool, the dread of ev'ry ſcolding Qucan. 


Yer, ſure a Lover ſhould not dye fo mean ! 


Line 


Praceps aerii ſpecula de montis in wadas 
Deferar. Virg. | 


There 
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There plac'd aloft, I'll rave and rail by Fits, 
Though all the Pariſh fay I've loſt my Wits; 110 
And thence, if Courage holds, my ſelf I'll throw, 
And quench my Paſſion in the Lake below. 

Ze Laſſes, ceaſe your Burthen, ceaſe to moan, 


And, by my Caſe forewarn'd, go mind your own. 


The Sun was ſet; the Night came on a-pace, 
And falling Dews bewet around the Place, 116 
The Bat takes airy Rounds on leathern Wings, 
And the hoarſe Owl his woeful Dirges ſings; 

The prudent Maiden deems it now too latc, 


And *till to-Morrow comes, defers her Fate. 120 


THURSDAY; 


9 <> is. 
TT” — 5 ax" 


* * . 20 
2 1 * 
4 35 


„ 7777 
71 zi 
1 77 


FO 
'þ we ag 
4 | GAY 


[/ 
/ 


1 770 1 17 if Tad 4h SOT 


| 1 5 77 | 9 + 7 4 95 N C 
, 2 


"Wy 371 


ps i: 
Men 5 175 , 5 724 
** ( 1443 i by ”. 

4h, "1 5 
4 . 379 / 


„ 7 


„ 


ü ih, | Griff 


1165 
rl 


| 50 15 


277 17 4 177 

>, / 41”. „ 

7 4 4; 

6 uf E 57 I 4.99144 27. 77 1 

i 5%“ "Hh 7722 
7275 


375 LAY , 


11 0 

77 2475s, 

1 7 „ Ne 
4 9,7 "_ 


- 7 
1727765 „ 


12 
= 
— 
© © 


* 
114 


7 


2 
- 3 
- 2 
222 
i 
La * 
3 2 


= - 44 
T7 2 — 


5 - 1 


e. #7 
O45 
, 


270 
o 
2 5 N 


1 


a 4" „24 


75 5 rl 775 f * . 


— 
Ce: 


10 6. 0 100 . 
| 46 | 7225 77 Mm 


7 7 47 
79 5 "a — 6 
. a. 40 


7765 *; 


+ $2900" 
. P 


54 21 . k 
25 8 „ 
1 : 95; 
W . 


GEL 


1 7 


— l. 


Veit 


. 
— 


— 


4 65 


ie 
hd 
2 a — 


„* 


4, 7 


$5. 


25 7 TR 7 


2 60 * 


++ 


- 24.7 


DC 244 
70 7 . 


a F 


2 141 . . 


» 


Zu. Du Gli ue inn et ul. 


THURSD AL 


OR THE 


C 


H OS NEL A AM: 


ECT OBNEL IA ſeated in a dreary Vale, 
: F E SF S | 5 . 
I k2-1 Bj In penfive Mood rehears'd her piteous 


EE 


Her piteous Tale the Winds in Sighs 


bemoan, 


And pining Eccho anſwers Groan for Groan. 


i rue the Day, a rueful Day I trow, 
The woful Day, a Day indeed of Woe! 
When Lubberkin to Town his Cattle drove, 
A Maiden fine bedight he hapt to love; 


Line. ; 
8. Dight or bedight, from the Saxon Nord Dihtan, which ſignifigs to 
ſet in order. | 


The 
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The Maiden fine bedight his Love retains, 

And for the Village he forſakes the Plains. IO 

Return, my Lubberkin, theſe Ditties hear; 

Spells will I try, and Spells ſhall eaſe my Care. 
With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


When firſt the Vear, heard the Cuckow ſing, 15 
And call with welcome Note the budding Spring, 
I ſtrait way ſet a running with ſuch Haſte, 

DeB'rah that won the Smock ſcarce ran ſo faſt. 
Till ſpent for lack of Breath, quite weary grown, 
Upon a riſing Bank I fat adown, 20 
Then doffd my Shoe, and by my Troth, I ſwear, 
Therein I ſpy'd this yellow frizled Hair, 

As like to Lubberkin's in Curl and Hue, 


As if upon his comely Pate it grew. 
With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 
And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


Line 
21. Doff and Don, contradted from the Words do off and do on. 


At 
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At Eve laſt Mlidſummer no Sleep I fought, 
But to the Field a Bag of Hemp-{ccd brought, 
ſcatter'd round the Seed on cv'ry fide, 
und three times in a trembling Accent cry'd. 39 
This Hempſeed with my Virgin Hands I ſow, 

I ho fhall my True-love be, the Crop ſhall mow. 

I ftrait look'd back, and it my Eyes ſpeak Truth, 

With his keen Scythe behind me came the Youth. 
With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 36 


Laſt Falentine, the Day when Birds of Kind 
Their Paramours with mutual Chirpings find; 
I rearly roſe, juſt at the break of Day, 
Before the Sun had chas'd the Stars away; 45 
A- field I went, amid the Morning Dew 
Co milk my Kine (for ſo ſhould Huſwives do) 
Thee firſt I ſpy'd, and the firſt Swain we ſec, 
In ſpite of Fortune ſhall our True-loye be; 
See, Lubberkin, each Bird his Partner take, 47 
And can'ſt thou then thy Sweetheart dear forſalie? 


D Witn 
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With my ſbarp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


Laſt May-day fair I ſcarch'd to find a Snail | 
That might my ſecret Lover's Name reveal; Fo 
Upon a Gooſeberry Buſh a Snail I found, 

For always Snails near ſweeteſt Fruit abound. 

I ſeiz'd the Vermine, home I quickly ſped, 

And on the Hearth the milk-white Embers ſpread. 
Slow crawl'd the Snail, and, if T right can ſpell, 75 
In the ſoft Aſhes mark'd a curious L: 

Oh, may this wondrous Omen lucky prove! 

For L is found in Lubberkin and Love. 


With my ſbarp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 60 


Two Hazel-Nuts I threw into the Flame, 
And to cach Nut I gave a Sweet-heart's Name. 
This wich the loudeſt Bounce me ſore amaz'd, 
That in a Flame of brighteſt Colour blaz'd. 


Line 
64. —*ya dom Aired Saqyay 
* * Ee * * , 
Al Oo. ds evTe Aaikts pity, KaFTUVELTACH. Theoc. 


As 
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As blaz d the Nut ſo may thy Paſſion grow, 6 s 
For twas 2% Nut that did fo brightly glow. 
With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


As Peaſcods once I pluck'd, I chanc'd to ſee 
One that was cloſely fill'd with three times three, 
Which when I crop'd I ſafely home convey'd, 71 
And o'er my Door the Spell in ſecret laid. 

My Wheel I turn'd, and fung a Ballad new, 
While from the Spindle I the Fleeces drew; 

The Latch mov'd up, when who ſhould firſt come in, 
Lubberkin. 76 
I broke my Yarn ſurpriz'd the Sight to ſee, 

Sure Sign that he would break his Word with me. 
Eftſoons I join'd it with my wonted Slight, 


But in his proper Perſon, 


So may again his Love with mine unite! 80 
With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


This Lady-fly I take from off the Graſs, 


Whoſe ſpotted Back might ſcarlet Red ſurpaſs. 


Line 66, Daphnis ne malus writ, ego hanc in Daphnide. 
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Fly, Lady-Bird, North, South, or Eaft or Weſt, 8f 

ly where the Man is found that 1 love veſt. 

He leaves my Hand, fee to the Ve he's flown, 

To call my 'Truc-love from the faithleſs Town. 
With my ſharp Feel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 90 


This mellow Pippin, which I pare around, 
My Shepherd's Name ſhall flouriſh on the Ground. 
J fling th'unbroken Paring o'cr my Head, 
Upon the Graſs a periect L is read; 
Yet on my #eart a fairer L is ſeen 95 
Than what the Paring marks upon the Green. 
[ith my ſnarp Fleet 1 three times mark the Ground, 


Aud tirn me thrice around, around, around. 


This Pippin tall another Pryal make, 
Sce from the Core two Kernels brown I take; 100 
This on my Cheek for Lubberꝶin is worn, 


And Hecbytiod on tother fide is born. 


Ine 


93 Tranſque Cut face; ne reſpexert, Virg, 


But 


X. 37 


But Boobyclod ſoon drops upon the Ground, 
A certain Token that his Love's unſound, | 
While Lubberbin ſticks firmly to the latt; 107 
Oh were his Lips to mine but join'd ſo faſt! 

With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 


Aud turn me thrice around, around, around. 


As Lubberkin once ſlept beneath a Tree, 
I twitch'd his dangling Garter from his Knee; 110 
He wilt not when the hempen String I drew, 
Now mine I quickly doft of Inkle Blue; 
Together faſt 1 tye the Garters twain, 
And while I knit the Knot repeat this Strain. 
Three times @ True-love's Knot I tye ſecure, 1 
Firm be the Knot, firm may his Love endure. 

With my ſharp eel I three times mark the Ground, 


And turn me thrice around, around, around. 


As I was wont, I trudg'd laſt Market-Day 119 
To Town, with New-laid Eggs preſerv'd in Hay. 


Line 
109. Nedte tribus nodis ternos Amarylli, Colores 
Nedte, Amarylli modo; & Venerts dic winciula ned.. Virg. 
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I made my Market long before twas Night, 

My Purſe grew heavy and my Basket light. 

Strait to the Pothecary's Shop I went, 

And in Love-Powder all my Mony ſpent ; 

Behap what will, next Sunday after Prayers, 125 

When to the Ale-houſe Lubberkin repairs, 

Theſe Golden Flies into his Mug Þ'll throw, 

And ſoon the Swain with fervent Love ſhall glow. 
With my ſharp Heel I three times mark the Ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around. 139 

{ Ears, 

But hold — our Light-Foot barks, and cocks his 

O'er yonder Stile ſee Lubberkin appears. 

He comes, he comes, Hobnelia's not bewray'd, 

Nor ſhall ſhe crown'd with Willow die a Maid. 


He vows, he ſwears, he'll give me a green Gown, 


Oh dear! I fall adown, adown, adows:! 136 
Line 
123. Has Herbas, atque hac Ponto mihi lecta venena, 
Ipſe dedit Maris. Virg. 
127 — —TIoTov xaucy dverr ot. Theoc. 


31. Neſcio quid certe eſt: & Hylax in limine latrat. 
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BUMKINET. GRUBBINOL 


BUY MEATINET. 
HY, Gruhbinol, doſt thou ſo wiſtſul 


ſeem ? 


"There's Sorrow in thy Look, if right 


I deem. 

"Tis true, yon Oaks with yellow Tops appear, 

And chilly Blaſts begin to nip the Year; 

* Dirge, or Dyrge, a mournful Ditty, or Song of Lamentatiou over the 
dead. not a Contraction of the Latin Dirige in the Popiſh Hymn Diri- 
ge Greflus meos, as ſome pretend. But from the Teutonick Dyrke, 


Laudare, to praiſe and extol. Whence it ts poſſible their Dyrke and 


our Dirge, was a laudatory Song to commemorate and applaud the 
Dead. Cowell; Interpreter. 


From 


. 0 © > 5: of i of "Xa 


From the tall Elm a Show'r of Leaves is born, 5 

And their loſt Beauty riven Beeches mourn. 

Yet ev'n this Seaſon Pleaſance blithe affords, 

Now the ſqueez d Preſs foams with our Apple Hoards. 

Come, let us hye, and quaff a cheery Bowl, 

Let Cyder New waſh Sorrow from thy Soul. 10 
 CRUBBIN OL. 

Ah Bumkinet! ſince thou from hence wert gone, 
From theſe ſad Plains all Merriment is flown; 
Should I reveal my Grief twould ſpoil thy Chear, 
And make thine Eye o'crflow with many a Tear. 

BUMKINET. 
Hang Sorrow! Let's to yonder Hutt repair, 15 
And with trim Sonnets caſt away our Care. 
| Gillian of Croydon well thy Pipe can play, 
Thou ſing'ſt moſt ſweet, o'er Hills and far away. 
Of Patient Grifſel I deviſe to ſing, | 
And Catches quaint ſhall make the Vallies ring. 20 
Come, Grubbinol, beneath this Shelter, come, 


From hence we view our Flocks ſecurely roam. 
Line | | 
15. Incipe Mopſe prior ſi quos aut Phyllidis ignes 

Aut Alconis habes Laudes, aut jurgia Codri. 


G RU B- 
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CGRUBBINO L. 

Yes, blitheſome Lad, a Tale I mean to ſing, 
But with my Woe ſhall diſtant Valleys ring. 
The Tale ſhall make our Kidlings droop their Head, 
For Woe is me !---our Blouzelind is dead. 2.6 

BUMKINET. 
Is Blouzelinda dead? farewel my Glee ! 
No Happineſs is now reſerv'd for me. 
As the Wood Pidgeon cooes without his Mate, 
So ſhall my doleful Dirge bewail her Fate. 30 
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell, 


The peerleſs Maid that did all Maids excell. 


Henceforth the Morn ſhall dewy Sorrow ſhed, 
And Ev'ning Tears upon the Graſs be ſpread 
The rolling Streams with watry Grief ſhall flow, 35 
And Winds ſhall moan aloud---when loud they blow. 
Henceforth, as oft as Autumn ſhall return, 

The dropping Trees, whene*er it rains, ſhall mourn; 
This Seaſon quite ſhall ſtrip the Country's Pride, 


For 'twas in Autumn Blouzelinda dy'd. - 
27. Glee, Foy. from the Dutch, Glooren, to recreate, | 


40 


Where- eier 


44 FIFTFHPASTORA L. 
Where-c'er I gad, I Blougelind ſhall view, 


Woods, Dairy, Barn and Mows our Paſſion knew. 
When I direct my Eyes to yonder Wood, 

Freſh riſing Sorrow curdles in my Blood. 

Thither I've often been the Damſel's Guide, 45 
When rotten Sticks our Fuel have ſupply'd 
There, I remember how her Faggots large, 

Were frequently theſe happy Shoulders charge. 
Sometimes this Crook drew Hazel Boughs adown, 
And ſtuff d her Apron wide with Nuts ſo brown; 
Or when her feeding Hogs had miſs'd their Way, 51 
Or wallowing mid a Feaſt of Acorns lay; | 
Th' untoward Creatures to the Stye I drove, 

And whiſftled all the Way--- or told my Love. 


If by the Dairy's Hatch I chance to hie, x5 
I ſhall her goodly Countenance eſpie, 
For there her goodly Countcnance I've ſeen, 
Set off with Kerchief ſtarch'd and Pinners clean. 
Sometimes, like Wax, ſhe rolls the Butter round, 


Or with the wooden Lilly prints the Pound. 60 


Whilome 


The D [ R GE. | 47 


Whilome I've ſeen her skim the clouted Cream, 
And preſs from ſpongy Curds the milky Stream. 
But now, alas! theſe Ears ſhall hear no more 

The whining Swine ſurround the Dairy Door, 
No more her Care thall fill the hollow Tray, 65 
To fat the guzzling Hogs with Floods of Whey. 
Lament, ye Swine, in Gruntings ſpend your Grief, 


For you, like me, have loſt your ſole Relief. 


When in the Barn the ſounding Flail I ply, 
Where from her Sieve the Chaff was wont to fly, 
The Poultry there will ſeem around to ſtand, 71 
Waiting upon her charitable Hand. 

No Succour meet the Poultry now can find, 


For they, like me, have loſt their Blougelind. 


Whenever by yon Barley Mow I pals, 77 
Before my Eyes will trip the tidy Laſs. 

I pitch'd the Sheaves (oh could I do ſo now) 
Which ſhe in Rows pil'd on the growing Mow. 
There ev'ry deale my Heart by Love was gain'd, 
There the ſweet Kiſs my Courtſhip has explain'd. 

Ah 


46 FIFTH PASTORAL. 
Ah Blouzelind! that Mow I ne'er ſhall ſee, 81 


But thy Memorial will revive in me. 


Lament, ye Fields, and rueful Symptoms ſhow, 
Henceforth let not the ſmelling Primroſe grow; 
Let Weeds inſtead of Butter- flow'rs appear, 85 
And Meads, inſtead of Daiſies, Hemlock bear; 
For Cowſlips ſweet let Dandelions ſpread, 

For Blouzelinda, blithſome Maid, is dead! 
Lament ye Swains, and o'er her Grave bemoan, 
And ſpell ye right this Verſe upon her Stone. 90 
Alas, alas! 
Weep Shepherds. —-and remember Fleſh is Graſs. 

G RUBBIN OIL. 

Albeit thy Songs are ſweeter to mine Ear, 
Than to the thirſty Cattle Rivers clear; 


Line 
84. Pro molli viola, pro purpureo Narciſſo 
Carduus, c ſpinis ſurgit Paliurus acutis. Virg, 
90. Et Tumulnm facite ( tumulo ſuperaddite Carmen. 
93. Tale tuum Carmen nobis, Divme Poeta, 
Quale ſopor feſſis in gramine : quale per eflum 
Dulcis aque ſaliente ſitim reſtinguere rivo. 
Nos tamen hec quocumque modo tibi noſtra viciſſim 
Dicemus, Daphninque tuum tollemus ad aſtra. Vrg. 


Here Blouzelinda Hes 


Or 
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Or Winter Porridge to the lab'ring Youth, of 
Or Bunns and Sugar to the Damſel's Tooth; 

Yet Blouzeclinda's Name ſhall tune my Lay, 

Of her I'll ſing for ever and for aye. 


When Blouzelind expir'd, the Weather's Bell 
Before the drooping Flock toll'd forth her Knell; 
The ſolemn Death-watch click'd the Hour ſhe dy'd, 
And ſhrilling Crickets in the Chimney cry'd 
The boding Raven on her Cottage fate, 

And with hoarſe Croaking warn'd us of her Fate; 
The Lambkin, which her wonted Tendance bred, 
Drop'd on the Plains that fatal Inſtant dead; 106 
Swarm'd on a rotten Stick the Bees I ſpy'd, 
Which erſt I ſaw when Goody Dobſon dy'd. 


How ſhall I, void of Tears, her Death relate, 
While on her Dearling's Bed her Mother fate! 110 
Theſe Words the dying Blouzelinda ſpoke, 

And of the Dead let none the Will revoke. 


Line 1. : 
Ke W . N ον“Üux, TE E, d, wit Aaxar. Theo. 


Mother, 
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Mother, quoth ſhe, let not the Poultry need, 
And give the Gooſe wherewith to raiſe her Breed, 
Be theſe my Siſter's Care----and ev'ry Morn 115 
Amid the Ducklings let her ſcatter Corn; 

The ſickly Calf that's hous'd, be ſure to tend, 
Feed him with Milk, and from bleak Colds defend. 
Yet e' er I die -ſee, Mother, yonder Shelf, 
There ſecretly I've hid my worldly Pelf. 1 
6 6 wenty good Shillings in a Rag I laid, 

Be ten the Parſon's, for my Sermon paid. 

The reſt is yours My Spinning- Whcel and Rake, 
Let Suſan keep for her dear Siſter's ſake; 

My new Straw-Hat that's trimly lin'd with Green, 
Let Peggy wear, for ſhe's a Damſel clean. I 26 
My leathern Bottle, long in Harveſts try'd, 
Be GrubbinoPs---this Silver Ring beſide : 
Three ſilver Pennics, and a Ninepence bent, 
A Token kind, to BPumkinct is ſent. 130 
Thus ſpoke the Maiden, white her Mother cry'd, 
And peaccful, like the harmleſs Lamb, ſhe dy'd. 


10 
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To ſhow their Love, the Neighbours far and near, 
Follow'd with wiſtful Look the Damſel's Bier. 
Sprigg'd Roſemary the Lads and Lafles bore, 13 7 
While diſmally the Parſon walk'd before. 

Upon her Grave their Roſemary they threw, 
The Daiſic, Butter- flow'r and Endive Blue. 


After the good Man warn'd us from his Text, 
That None could tell whoſe Turn would be the next; 
He ſaid, that Heav'n would take her Soul no doubt, 


And ſpoke the Hour-glaſs in her Praiſe- quite out. 


To her ſweet Mem'ry flow'ry Garlands ſtrung, 
O'er her now empty Seat aloft were hung. 144 
With wicker Rods we fenc'd her Tomb around, 
To ward from Man and Beaſt the hallow'd Ground, 
Leſt her new Grave the Parſon's Cattle raze, 

For both his Horſe and Cow the Church- yard graze: 


Now we trudg'd homeward to her Mother's Farm, 
To drink new Cyder mull'd, with Ginger warm. 
| | E _— 


ja FIFTH FUASTEORAL 
For Gaffer Tread-4well told us by the by, 151 


Exceſſive Sorrow is exceeding dry. 


W hile Bulls bear Horns upon their curled Brow, 
Or Laſſes with ſoft Stroakings milk the Cow; 
While padling Ducks the ſtanding Lake deſire, 
Or batt'ning Hogs roll in the ſinking Mire; 156 
While Moles the crumbled Earth in Hillocks raiſe, 
So long ſhall Swains tell Blougelinda's Praiſe. 


Thus wail'd the Louts, in melancholy Strain, 
Till bonny Suſan ſped a-croſs the Plain; 160 
They ſeiz'd the Laſs in Apron clean array d, 

And to the Ale-houſe forc'd the willing Maid; 
In Ale and Kiſſes they forget their Cares, 
And Su/an Blouzelinda's Loks repairs. 


Line 
153 Dum juga montis Aper, fluvios dum Piſcis amabit 
Dumgue Thymo paſcentur apes, Dum rore cicade, 
Semper honos womenque tuum, laudeſque manebunt, Virg. 


SATU R- 


% 
* * «- 
& - 
* * 
F- 5 8 * ; 
$6 * 1 8 
IT 2 •4 1 = <a 
— . > . . 
* — 2 * 0 ” 
. 5 2 21 > 
24 8 . « 7 
2. : ; L 
* * % - "+ 
- * ® * . 
+ 3 \QL . * 
3 
C & N 
— * 5 %. % 
” 4 nd * Cr = * 
— * 35 v 
* % > v 
- 
wy 3 " 7 1 
4 8 
2 \ TEE 
” by 4 *% 
. \ AF IS 
— . 228 
: ” 
ON b 4 
* 
1 * 891 ..Vo.h 
* * * 285 
4 
8 . . \ 
- 
* pt 
s \ 


— m 2 * CT ET I, ro tro og. i / 
} "49 


n n 4 . 5 — FL * 8 * r 


Nr 


Wet 's 
72 2 71 
. 


4 


* 


[4 


6 


* 


1 
#1 


177 
15 


> 


- 


w> 
* — . 
0 — 


RC 


* 9 


= IVE 


L1H 0 


A [/ 
” 2 A 
» 7 - LS 3 

wo HG p 


LE 
TO 


5 


tl Abus 


1 


2 


KT 


3 ON] TIE US. 
= UBLIMER Strains, O ruſtick 
s Muſe, prepare; 


Forget a-while the Barn and Dai- 


ry's Care 

Thy homely Voice to loftier Numbers raiſe, 

The Drunkard's Flights require ſonorous Lays, 
With Bowzybeus Songs exalt thy Verſe, ſ 
While Rocks and Woods the various Notes rehearſe, 


Twas in the Seaſon when the Reaper's Toll 


Of the ripe Harveſt *gan to rid the Soil; 
| 


E'3 Wide 
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Wide through the Field was ſeen a goodly Rout, 
Clean Damſels bound the gather'd Sheaves about, 10 
The Lads with ſharpen'd Hook and ſweating Brow 
Cut down the Labours of the Winter Plow. 

To the near Hedge young Suſan ſteps aſide, 

She feign'd her Coat or Garter was unty'd, 
What-c'cr ſhe did, ſhe ſtoop'd adown unſeen, 15 
And merry Reapers, what they liſt, will ween. 
Soon ſhe roſe up, and cry'd with Voice ſo ſhrill 
That Eccho anſwer'd from the diſtant Hill; 

The Vouths and Damſels ran to Suſan's Aid, 
Who thought ſome Adder had the Laſs diſmay'd. 


When faſt aſleep they Bowzybens ſpy'd, 21 
His Hat and oaken Staff lay cloſe beſide. 
That Bowzybeus who could ſweetly ſing, 
Or with the rozin'd Bow torment the String; 
That Bowzybeus who with Finger's ſpeed 27 
Could call ſoft Warblings from the breathing Reed; 
That Bowzybeas who with jocond Tongue, 
Ballads and Roundelays and Catches ſung. 


Line 22. Serta procul tantum cafiti delapſa jacebant. Virg. 


They | 


L ſr 
They loudly laugh to ſce the Damſel's Fright, 
And in diſport ſurround the drunken Wight. 30 


Ah Bowzybel, why didit thou ſtay fo long, frong! 
The Mugs were large, the Drink was wondrous 
Thou ſhould'ſt have left the Fair before *rwas Night, 
But thou ſat'ſt toping 'till the Morning Light. 


Cicly, brick Maid, ſteps forth before the Rout, 35 
And kiſs'd with ſmacking Lip the ſnoring Lout. 
For Cuſtom lays, I ho- er this Venture proves, 

For ſuch a Kiſs demands a pair of Gloves. 
By her Example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a tickling Straw within his Noſe. 40 
He rubs his Noſtril, and in wonted Joke 
{ ſpoke. 


The ſneering Swains with ſtamm'ring Speech be- 
To you, my Lads, I'Il ing my Carrols o'er, 
As for the Maids, — I've ſomething elle in ſtore. 


Line 

40. Sanguineis frontem Moris & Tempora pingit. Virg. 
43. Carmina que vultis, cognoſcite; carmina vobis, 

| Huic aliud Mercedis exit. Virg. 


E 4 8 No 


| 


rw SIXTH PASTORAL. 


No ſooner *gan he raiſe his tuneful Song, 45 
But Lads and L aſſes round about him throng. 
Not Ballad-ſinger plac'd above the Croud 
Sings with a Note ſo ſhrilling ſweet and loud, 
Nor Pariſh Clerk who calls the Pfalm fo clear, 
Like Bowzybers ſocths th' attentive Ear. 70 


Of Nature's Laws his Carrols firſt begun, 
Why the grave Owl can never face the Sun. 
For Owles, as Swains obſerve, dcteſt the Light, 
And only ſing and ſeek their Prey by Night. 
How "iurnips hide their ſwelling Heads below, 
And how the cloſing Colworts upwards grow; 
How //i!1-a-J/iſp miſ-leads Night-faring Clowns, 
O'er Hills, and ſinking Bogs, and pathleſs Downs. 
Of Stars he told that ſhoot with ſhining Trail, 


And of the Glow-worms Light that gilds his Tail. 


He ſung where Wood-cocks in the Summer feed, 
And in what Climates they renew their Breed 
Line | 

47. Nec tantum Phabo gaudet Parnaſia rupes 

Nec rantum Rhodope mirantur & Iſmarus Orphea. Vir 


51. Our Swain bad probably read Tuller from whence he might have 
collected theſe Philoſophical Obſervations. | 


Namque canebat uti magnum per inane coacta ec. Virg. 
Some 
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Some think toNorthernCoaſts theirFlight they tend, 
Or to the Moon in Midnight Hours aſcend. 
Where Swallows in the Winter's Seaſon keep, 65 
And how the drowſie Bat and Dormouſe fleep. 
How Nature does the Puppy's Eyelid cloſe, 

Till the bright Sun has nine times ſet and roſe. 
For Huntſmen by their long Experience find, 
That Puppys {till nine rolling Suns are blind. 70 


Now he goes on, and ſings of Fairs and Shows, 
For ſtill new Fairs before his Eyes aroſe. 
How Pedlars Stalls with glitt'ring Toys are laid, 
The various Fairings of the Country Maid. 
Long ſilken Laces hang upon the Twine, 75 
And Rows of Pins and amber Bracelets ſhine 
How the tight Laſs, Knives, Combs and Sciſſars ſpys, 
And looks on Thimbles with defiring Eyes. 


Ot Lott'rics next with tuneful Note he told, 


Where filver Spoons are won and Rings of Gold. 
The Lads and Laſſes trudge the Street along, 81 
And all the Fair is crouded in his Song. 


The 
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The Mountebank now treads the Stage, and ſells 
His Pills, his Balſoms, and his Ague ſpells; 

Now o'er and o'er the nimble Tumbler ſprings, 85 
And on the Rope the vent'rous Maiden ſwings ; 
Fack-pudding in his parti-colonred Jacket 

Toſſes the Glove and jokes at ev'ry Packet. 

Of Raree-Shows he ſung, and Punch's Feats, 


Of Pockets pick'd in Crowds, and various Cheats. 


Then ſad he ſung the Children in the Hood. 91 
Ah barb'rous Uncle, ſtain'd with Infant Blood ! 
How Blackberrys they pluck'd in Deſarts wild, 
And fearleſs at the glittering Fauchion ſmil'd; 
Their little Corps the Robin-red-breafts found, 95 
And ſtrow'd with pious Bill the Leaves around. 
Ah gentle Birds! if this Verſe laſts ſo long, 


Your Names ſhall live for ever in my Song. 


For Buxom Joan he ſung the doubtful Strife, 
How the fly Sailor made the Maid a Wife. 100 


Line 
97. Fortunati ambo, ſi quid mea Carmina poſſunt, 


Nulla Dies unquam memori vos eximet 40. Virg. 
99. A Song in the Comedy of Love for Love, beginning A Soldier and a 


Sailor 3 Oc » 


The FLIGHTS. 79 


To louder Strains he rais'd his Voice, to tell 
What wocful Wars in Chevy-Chace befell, 
When Piercy drove the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
Mar, to be wept by Children yet unborn 104 
Ah With'rington, more Years thy Life had crown'd, 
If thou had'ſt never heard the Horn or Hound! 
Yet ſhall the Squire, who fought on bloody Stumps, 


By future Bards be wail'd in doleful Dumps. 


All in the Land of Eſſex next he chaunts, 109 
How to ſleck Mares ſtarch Quakers turn Gallants ; 


How the grave Brother ſtood on Bank ſo green. 
Happy for him if Mares had never been! 


Then he was ſeiz'd with a religious Qualm, 
And on a ſudden, ſung the hundredth Pſalm. 


He ſung of Tafey-Helch, and Sawney Scot, 
Lilh- bullero and the Iriſh Trot. 


Line 
109. A Song of Sir J. Denham's, See his Poems. 


112. Et fortunatam ſi nunquam Armenta fniſſent 
Paſiphaen. Virg. 
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Why ſhould I tell of Bateman or of Shore, 

Or Wantley's Dragon ſlain by valiant Moore, 
The Bow'r of Roſamond, or Robin Hood, 119 
And how the Graſs now grows whereTroyTown ſtood ? 


His Carrols ceas'd : The lift'ning Maids and Swains 
Seem {till to hear ſome ſoft imperfect Strains. 
Sudden he roſe; and as he reels along 
Swears Kiſſes ſweet ſhould well-reward his Song. 
The Damſels laughing fly: the giddy Clown 125 
Again upon a W heat-Sheaf drops adown 
The Pow'r that Guards the Drunk his Sleep atrends, 
"Till, ruddy, like his Face, the Sun deſcends. 
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An 


An Alphabetical Catalogue of Names, Plants» 
Flowers, Fruits, Birds, 
and other material Things 


this Author. 


A 
CORNS Pape 44 
A Adder 54 
Ale-houſe 38 
Apple 42 
Apron 18, 44 
Ass „ 
Autumn 41, 43 
B 
Barley 16, 45 
Ballad-ſinger 56 
Bat | 28 
Bateman 60 
Bays 22 
Barn 10, 47 
Beech 42 
Dee 47 
Nran | | 17 
Blackberry 58 
Blind-man's-buff 9 
Bramble 3 
Biouxelind 4, 43 
Breakfaſt 16 
Bull 18 
Bumkinet 237 41 
Bun 47 | 


Boobyclod 
Butter 
Bowzybeus 
Butcher 
Butter flower 
Buxoma 


Calf 

Capon 

Carr 

Cat 

Cicily 
Clover-pgraſs 
Cloddipole 
Churn 
Colworts 
Clumſilis 
Cock 

Comb 

Cow 

Colin. Clout 
Clouted Cream 
Cowllips 
Chalk 
Cricket 
Curd 

Cuddy 


Beaſts, Inſe s 
mentioned by 


Church- yard 
Cuckow 
Cur 

Cyder 

Corns 


Dairy 

Daiſie 
Dandelion 
Deborah 
Death- watch 
Goody Dobbins 
Deer 

Dick 

Doe 

Dorcas 
Dragon 
Drink 

Goody Dobſon 
Duck 
Duckling 
Duckingſtool 


Egge 
Elm 
Endive 


Epitaph 


Fair 
Fawn 
Fox 
Fuel 


Silly-flower 
Gloves 
Glow - worm 


INDEX. 


Page 49 | Garter 
32 | Goldfinch 
6, 27 þ Ginger 
42,49 | Gooſe 
5 | Gillian of Croydon 
Gooſeberry 
| Green Gown 
Graſs 
6, n Grubbinol 
46 Gyply 
5 H 
1 Hare 
5 Holiday 
26 [Haycock 
FR | Hazel-Nut 
55 Harveſt 
60 Hemlock 
24 Hempſeed 
47 Heifer 
50 Hen 
48 Hour glaſs 
27 Holly 
Hoſen 
Hobnelia 
Hot-cockles 
37 | Hog 
42 | Hodge 
49 | Horſe 
46 | Goodman Hodges 
Hound 
| 1 
Jack- Pudding 
| Jay 
0an 
11h Trott, 
| K 
Katherine Pear 
Kid 


Kerchict 


44 
6 


Kerchief 
Kidling 
Kiſs 
Kite 


Kerſey Doublet 


Knife 
Kingcup 


Lady- Bird 
Leather 
Lamb 


Lobbin Clout 
Love Powder 


Lambkin 


Learhern Bottle 


Lubberkin 
Lilly 
Leek 


Lilly bullero 


Linnet 


Mackerell 
May-Day 
Mag-pye 
Milk-pail 
Mare 
Mug 
Marian 
Moore 
Marygold 


Midſummer. Ee 


Mole 


Mountebank 


Mow 


Neckclath 


IND EX. 


Nuts 
Ninepence 


Oak 
Oatmeal 
Owl 
Oxen 


Ploughing 
Peaſe-cod 
Penny 
Peggy 
Penknife 
Pidgeon 
Pedlar 
Pig 
Pinner 
Pippin 
Pottage 


Potatoe 


Pudding 
Primroſe 


Patient Griſſel 


Poultry 


Pariſh Cletk 


Puppy 


Rake 
Raven 
Robin hood 


Robin-red-breaſt 
| Ring 


Rook 
Roſamond 
Roaſt Beef 
Ribbon 
Roſemary 
Riddle 


Spring 
Sawney 
Sage 
Sciſſars 
Sheep 


Straw-Hat 


Sloe 


Smock 
Snail 


Spinning Wheel 
Squirrel 


Sugar 


Swallow 


Shore 
Swine 


Summer 
Silver Spoon 
Sparabella 


Thimble 
Throſtle 
Tobacco 


K. 


Gaffer Tread well 
Troy Town 

32 | Turnip 

59 Threſhing 

14 True loves Knot 


3A v 
4.8 | Valentines Day 
24 | Udyver 


35, 48 J wake 
25 [Weather 
47 | Winter 
48 Weed 
8, 26 ll a. i 
16 Wheat 
5 | Whey 
White pot 
45 [Wood 
7 | Worky Day 
J7 | Woodcock 
21 Whiſtling 


$7 | Yarn 
3| Youngling 
$, 24 
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